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my grandmother's funeral. It was the first time 1
had set eyes on a corpse and saw the grey film that
envelops the human body ; the first time 1 realised
what it must feel to be dead, lying on cold marble ;
and then the gruesome thought that my body too
would some day be flung to the vultures in the
Tower of Silence as is the Parsee custom. It
revolted rne even though the scientific world has
pronounced this method of disposing the body more
hygienic than the Christian burial. All this I felt
and wrote and then I was ashamed of it, for it was
poor in execution and far too sentimental in
expression.
I remember too an essay on Rupert Brooke whom
I looked upon as 'a modern7 and the chuckle on my
father's face when he read it. It seemed to say I
was young and that my writing showed too much
immaturity. And I resented that. I sent it anony-
mously to a local paper in Karachi where we were
stationed, and to my surprise it was accepted. It was
the first bit of my writing that I had seen in print,
and the thrill I got when opening the Sind Observer
a few clays later made up for my father's cynicism.
So life went on. In spite of the encouragement I
got from the family it was always made clear to me
that these were only passing fantasies, that they
should never be looked upon as anything more than
an intelligent pastime. The trouble is that opinion
still holds in India. Journalism and writing are not